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silent now. 1882 and 1894 were evil years for English
poetry." Later he wrote a carefnl study of her verse
for The Atlantic Monthly.

As a Christmas card that year he gave me a little book
of old wood-cut illustrations, reproduced and printed on
lona. On the inside of the cover he wrote what he held
to be his creed. It is this:

CREDO

"The Universe is eternally, omnipresently and con-
tinuously filled with the breath of God.

" Every breath of God creates a new convolution in the
brain of Nature: and with every moment of change in
the brain of Nature, new loveliness is wrought upon the
earth.

"Every breath of God creates a new convolution in
the brain of the Human Spirit, and with every moment
of change in the brain of the Human Spirit, new hopes,
aspirations, dreams, are wrought within the Soul of the
Living.

" And there is no Evil anywhere in the Light of this
creative Breath: but only, everywhere, a redeeming from
Evil, a winning towards Good.'7
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Innt, pathetic frequenters of "The Hotel of the
